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Charity Rich Not Pink 
"Jesus, George!" Joanne waved her hand frantically in front of her face. 
Black smoke from the motorcycle clung to her curlers. She was not heard above 
the roar of the engine. As he sped down the road, the roar fading, she slammed 
the kitchen door. Hell if she was gonna stand on the porch and watch him ride 
away when he didn't even wave. 
In pink fuzzy slippers and a red dragon-print kimono, she padded across the 
linoleum and down the hall, the shutning of her feet scooting the cat out of the 
way. She was blowing on her nails. Her friend MaryAnn had picked up a new 
color 
at the Winn Dixie for fifty cents. They always shared nail polish. 
She padded into the bathroom. With extreme care she lifted the small white 
stick from the vial. Not pink. She sagged against the shower door and blew out a 
sigh of relief, pushing stray strands of hair off her forehead. That was absolutely 
the last time George stayed the night until she filled the prescription from the 
med center. 
Waving the stick, drying her nails, she padded back to the kitchen and 
flopped into a chair. The plastic was cracked and she could feel it on the backs of 
her legs. The air was still hazy from the smoke. At least he wouldn't be coming 
around tonight and that thing wouldn't be waking her up at four in the morning. 
Out with the boys pinching asses, probably. She snorted and plucked the phone 
off the wall. 
"Hey, MaryAnn, it's me." 
"Hiya, I been waitin'. What is it?" 
"Not as pink as my nails," Joanne laughed. 
"What did George say?" 
"I didn't tell him." 
"Joanne! You ain't gonna say anything to him at all?" 
"Nope. You wanna hit the town? I can be ready by seven tonight. I gotta do a 
little thinking and maybe clean up around here first." 
ItYeah sure. You okay?" 
"Yeah. What are you gonna wear?" 
"You'll see when I pick you up, 'kay?" 
"Seeya." 
A minute later the phone rang. Joanne padded back out to the kitchen. 
"MaryAnn," she muttered. 
"Hello?" she said. 
"You wanna go to Rafferty's? He's got a new jukebox. 
"Hell, 01' Rafferty shelled out money for a new jukebox? Girl, we're there." 
"Okay, see ya at seven. Bye." 
.. 
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Joanne and MaryAnn walked into Rafferty's Tavern and blinked into the 
hazy darkness, letting their eyes adjust. 
"Look." MaryAnn pointed to a corner where a crowd had gathered around 
the new jukebox. Music blared. Lights flashed in a marquee across the top. 
Smoke stung Joanne's nostrils and her mouth watered at the heavy smell of beer. 
She squinted to see across to the bar. People slammed into them as they entered 
the mass ofgrins, cologne, heat. The nightly crowd here was known to be thick 
and rowdy. 
"Come on, girl, this is my favorite song!" MaryAnn puled Joanne through 
the crowd and they joined the people around the high-tech wonder. 
"Look! CD's. I can listen to Alan Jackson all night!" MaryAnn squealed. 
They ordered beers and huddled together, looking for familiar faces. Joanne 
rocked on the heels of her new black and white snakeskin cowboy boots and 
tipped her beer up high when she drank. MaryAnn nudged her. 
"There's Pete Moes. I though he was run out of town last weekend after that 
fight." 
"Must've at least gone somewhere there's water. That vest he's wearing looks 
like a damn lifejacket." 
"Hell no, that's the latest thing from Paris," MaryAnn muttered. 
"Hey Pete'" Joanne yelled. "Where did you get a lifejacket that fancy?" 
He did not hear them in the din of the blaring music. 
"I've never seen a maroon lifejacket before!" yelled MaryAnn. 
They collapsed in giggles. 
The waitress came around and took their bottles. In the next minute, she 
brought them two more. A cute cowboy in a black shirt tipped his hat to them 
when their eyes met, and his grin widened. Two young farmers, no more than 
thirty, sat at the table next to where they stood. One nodded, but the other didn't 
notice . 
..Anybody worth it?" Joanne asked. 
"I'm gonoa get that cowboy to ask me to dance," said MaryAnn. "Hey, that 
guy over there is looking at you. ". 
"Where?" 
"There." She pointed with the beer bottle. 
Joanne found him too. He didn't look away and neither did she. He took a 
drink and still watched her. People in the crowd moved around him. He winked. 
"0000h!" said MaryAnn. She stamped her feet. 
Joanne smiled at the floor. George would have a fit. 
They squirmed to the dance floor, trying to keep their beer from sloshing. 
The floor was jammed with people dancing and yelling. MaryAnn smiled at her 
cowboy and Joanne glanced back at the man. 
However, he had moved. She turned her head to find him and saw his 
reflection in the mirror behind the bar. Smooth brown hair and a strong face, 
darkened by shadows. He wore a suit. At least, he wasn't wearing jeans and had a 
coat on, like a businessman. No tie, though. She giggled to think it might be 
rolled up in his pocket, hiding. What was a guy wearing slacks doing in 
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She saw him talking to the bartender. Rafferty nodded toward them and shook 
his head. He was telling the man about George, she was sure of it. Well hell, 
Rafferty didn't know her mind, and that was changing fast. George didn't matter' 
she was a big girl. If George got mad, to hell with him. ' 
She felt a nudge on her shoulder and turned to see MaryAnn talking with the 
cowboy. She shot Joanne a look with her eyebrows raised. Joanne nodded; she 
knew enough people here that she could find another ride home. Joanne raised 
her beer in silent salute as they walked away. She turned again and searched for 
the man in the suit. 
There was a tap on her shoulder. "Hello!" he shouted. 
"Hiya." She pinched her lips to the side and fingered her silver feathered 
earring. 
"My name is Harlavon," he said into her ear. 
Joanne raised her eyebrows. "Haria what?" 
He grinned. His shoulders were slumped and his hands were tucked in his 
pockets. He squinted, studying her. Her lips twitched. 
"What's your name." 
"I'll tell you for a dance." 
The devil may care, but she didn't. George was a jerk. She had known that a 
while ago, maybe even when she first met him. But she was on her own here. 
"Come on, Harley," she said. 
They danced to Alan Jackson. She laughed. MaryAnn had five bucks worth 
of Alan Jackson on the new jukebox. 
"I like the way you dance," she said. 
Harley smiled expectantly. 
"Like old people, like the forties," she continued. "One arm around the waist 
and holding hands." 
"I don't take liberties with a girl whose name I don't know." 
Joanne smiled. She liked him. 
"So, what are you doing here," she asked. 
"Dancing." He whIrled her in a circle. 
"Hell, you're in a suit! You come here dancing in a suit?" 
Harley smiled. "You mean you haven't heard of me, the drifter just passing 
through?" 
"You've seen too many cowboy movies." 
He smiled secretively. "I know you have a boyfriend." 
"George? Hell, you don't know who to trust in this town." 
The song ended. 
"So, what's your name?" 
"Can ya get me another beer? I'm gonna run to the little girls' room. II 
She pressed a buck into his hand. He didn't let go. Joanne turned back. He 
was watching her. "Margaret," she said. 
A slow smile played across his lips. "Joanne," he said, and let go. 
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Women pushed and shoved, tIying to get a better view in the mirror, and 
Joanne held her lipstick halfway to her mouth. Her eyes stared back. She glanced 
at the tube of Fiery Flamingo Pink. It just wasn't her color. She capped it and let 
it fall in the trash. 
"You don't want that anymore?" asked the woman next to her. She had a 
flouncy black scarf tied In a bow at the top of her head and wore blue eye shadow 
like frosting on her eyelids. 
"Naw, myoid boyfriend liked it." 
"Too bad." 
Joanne shrugged and smiled . 
She left the bathroom and found Harley leaning against a beam in the 
comer. Somehow she knew to search the comers first. He was glancing around 
the room, watching people. Who was this guy? Why had she known she'd find 
him at the edge? She wondered if he liked the movie, Casablanca. It was her 
absolute favorite. MaryAnn had said if she was going to marry somebody, he had 
better love the movie too, because she watched it at least once a week, usually 
while she made dinner. She breathed in his cologne. He was standing in front of 
her. 
"Your nose looks much prettier," he said. 
She wrinkled her face in confusion. 
"Isn't that what ladies do in there?" 
She smiled. "Yessir, it is." 
They danced to a slow song. She wondered how she'd remembered what his 
cologne smelled like. She smiled into his shoulder and felt his arm tighten 
around her waist. Their fingers were laced. 
"Can ya give me a ride home?" she asked. "My friend left. " 
He nodded. 
"You don't have to, you know. I know other people here." 
IIAre you worried about your honor because you have a boyfriend?" 
She thought about the pregnancy test and about the lipstick in the trash and 
the woman in the bathroom-the black fluff in her hair and thr. electric blue eye 
shadow. "My honor has nothing to fear from you." 
He grinned and twirled her around. 
"You know, you don't seem the typical bar type yourself," he said. 
"Maybe I'm not. How many country girls do you know who go crazy over 
Humphrey Bogart instead of Elvis?" 
He smiled. "Hiya, shweetheart. " 
Joanne's feet stopped. He watched her. She held her breath when he began to 
lean down. There was a roaring in her ears that drowned out the music, and her 
heart beat out a wild rhythm, oblivious to the thud from the speakers. Her eyes 
were still closed when he pulled away from the kiss. He rested his lips on her 
forehead. 
"I'll take you home," he said. She saw him swallow when he turned to lead 
her out. 
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They drove with the radio on low. She played with her fingers in her lap. 
Neither spoke, except she gave him simple directions to her trailer. The wheels 
crunched slowly in her driveway, then stopped. He turned off the car. They were 
wrapped in night silence. Crickets from the meadow chirped. 
"May I call you tomorrow?" he asked. 
She licked her lips and breathed deeply. His cologne swirled. He was going 
to drop her off and she would enter her home, turn on the light above the stove, 
and pet the cat. She would fill its water bowl and climb in bed and fall ~eep. 
She did these things every night when she came home late from a bar, With the 
same slow repetition. Tonight, though, she did not know which she would do 
first, or even if she would do any of them at all. She let out her breath in a small 
shudder. 
"Yeah, sure." She wrote her number on the hotel matchbook he gave her. 
"00 you smoke?" she asked. 
"No." 
She grinned. "Me neither." 
She was aware of the crickets again. She bit her lip. 
Harley smiled. Her lips gave away her nervousness. In three short hours he 
knew that. He also knew that she wished she were Ingrid Bergman. 
"Goodnight, It he said, and kissed her cheek. 
She stepped out of the car and watched until his taillights turned off her 
road. A good-bye kiss on the cheek, she thought, and pinched her lips between 
her fingers. She still didn't know who he was, but he would call her tomorrow 
and they could talk over coffee or something. She didn't care. Tonight he was 
mysterious. He didn't know that much about her life either, come to think of it. 
She laughed at the though of her pregnancy test in the trash basket Hell, she 
wouldn't need one of those again for a long time; she'd make sure of that. 
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endless words on an endless night 

endless world slowly goes by 

in the minds of the two of us, 

sheltered by darkness, possibly fri, 

but already lovers. 

endless dark on an endless night 

as a cigarette burns, 

marking off time. 

i hear those words ringing­

you're crazy to be here 

get out and run 

forget that you knew him and run. 

i cannot ignore this fever inside 

i pull you close, dispelling your fel 

as my doom grows. 

endless pain i view in your soul­

i cannot save you, you'll ask 

how can you leave me alone? 

i hear those words ringing­

you're crazy to be here 

get out and run 

forget that you ~rnew him and run. 

